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Letter from the Editor 
 
 
 
Dear Faculty, Staff, Students, and Alumni of St. John Fisher,  
 
I want to thank you for picking up a copy of the Spring 2007 Verbum.  It has been an 
interesting semester between sickness, controversy, and busyness with the Religious 
Studies Club.  But it was our promise that we would make sure that Verbum would be out 
for you to read.  Along with Verbum, the Religious Studies Club has put on the “Religion 
in schools” panel with Pre-Law Club, brought in Dr. Muhammad Shafiq to speak on 
Islam, and has hosted a Christian Meditation.  Thank you to Fr. Costanzo for working so 
diligently on this Verbum project.  It is one of my favorite things the REST Club puts 
out, and I am so glad you were able to help us this semester.  Thank you to the members 
of the Religious Studies Club; you have made this semester fun and have helped me out 
on many occasions.  Thank you to everyone who contributed their work; thank you for 
being so generous with sharing your writings.  Thank you, readers; you are the reason 
why we put this publication out.  We hope you enjoy the student, faculty, and guest 
essays.  They have spent much time and effort writing, and we are all so appreciative.  I 
hope you enjoy your copy of Verbum!!!! 
 
Sincerely, 
 
Erin Knoerl 
Religious Studies Club President 
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How Shall I Worship? 
 
O God of gods 
Out of all those claming Your Holy Name 
Who can be correct? 
From those who heed the 10 
To those of the fast and the date 
From the adorers of Shiva 
To the followers of the cross 
Are any true? Are any real? 
Is there but one way to please you? 
Or do the wise speak of one truth in different ways? 
Who will ever know and in knowing what is one’s responsibility to the rest? 
Do you require conversion? 
So many questions I have for you  
O Allah, O Brahman, O Adonai, O Christ! 
In searching may I find 
And in finding may I share 
For though your existence is evident 
Your preference for a worshiping body is not 
For good and bad alike fall to all human kind  
No religion is spared 
To know of your love is easy 
To find the appropriate way to love you is not 
Thank you for all you have given me and for all I have yet to give you 
 
Peter Santandreu 
 
 
 
The Story of A Marked Man 
 
     There I stood 
      a marked man. 
     Marked with this sign 
     that cries out to the world 
      of my faults, 
      my shortcomings, 
      my sin. 
     Sin that runs much deeper 
     than the superficial mark made  
      by soot and ash. 
     This mark, so easily removed, 
     is nothing but a reminder  
     that my sin is much harder to vanquish. 
     For that…there is work to be done. 
     To be authentic….real. 
     To honor the act  
      of receiving this mark in the first place. 
      Searching.  Seeking.  Accepting. 
     A lot to be done. 
     A tall order for forty days. 
     And yet, like the markings  
     That have come in years before 
     Each honored in their own way 
      by the work on self which followed 
     Until, once again, like the phoenix, 
     I rise 
     From ashes to glory 
From darkness into the Son 
 
[unsigned] 
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 A Semester Abroad in Australia:  My Religious Experience 
 
Michele Bonnevie, Class of 2007 
        
 
I will be graduating this May 2007 from Fisher with a B.S. in Biology, a minor in Chemistry, and a minor in Religious 
Studies.  Ever since my sophomore year, which was when my older brother studied abroad in Italy, I have always 
wanted to be able to study abroad like my brother.  I began thinking about where I wanted to go and looking into what 
colleges Fisher sent students on this abroad experience.  After some thinking and trying to choose between Australia 
and Ireland, I chose Australia for the main purpose of being able to see a kangaroo and a koala bear (the biology in me 
shining through).   
My religious experience in Australia started as soon as I left the Los Angeles airport.  I started my journey by praying 
for a safe trip across the ocean.  I also asked God to help me to be more outgoing and to make the first move in meeting 
new people, especially the people I was sitting next to, because they were in my study aboard group.  Upon arrival in 
Australia, after a very long flight, we were placed in our rooms that were smaller than the single rooms here at Fisher 
and contained walls made all of brick; they reminded me of a prison cell. I was anxious and yet excited to be able to 
meet new people from different parts of the world.  I know I have a tendency to be shy when first meeting people, but 
luckily God had heard my prayer as I quickly made friends with the people on my floor.  This gave me the opportunity 
to meet persons from Singapore and India, as well as native Australians.  Being acquainted with people on my floor led 
me to be invited to play pickup soccer which facilitated meeting more  people with different backgrounds.   
The next step was the beginning of classes which are much more difficult than here at Fisher.  Once again I found 
myself asking God for help throughout each class in not only being able to focus and to learn content and Australian 
vocabulary and pronunciation, but also being able to interact with my other classmates and getting beyond the thought 
in my head of “what does it matter if you make good friends here?  You will only be here for a semester.  Your friends 
that will last a lifetime are back in New York.”  Once again God showed me that you can indeed make lasting friends 
even though in just 4 months they will be half way around the world.  Three of the closest friends I made were from 
Wales, South Africa, and New Zealand, and we plan on meeting up again sometime next year for a reunion.  I would 
not have come across these friendships if God had not shown me how to be a bit more outgoing.   
After getting all settled into my room and with classes, I found a girl, who just so happened to be the person I sat next 
to on the plane ride, who was also Catholic and looking for a place to attend Mass on Sundays.  After asking around 
and using the internet, we finally found a Church that was just up the street.  So every Sunday we would walk 15 
minutes to Church and 15 minutes back.  It was a nice small Church with most of the congregation being an older 
generation with only a few children.  We were welcomed into their Church and had conversations with some of the 
 
 parishioners and the priest about where we were from and why we chose to study in Australia.  It was an exciting 
experience to be able to find a church and be welcomed by a congregation in a foreign country. 
As the semester went on, the hardest part of studying abroad was dealing with loneliness and being homesick for my 
friends back in New York.  I found myself listening to Christian music at night when trying to fall asleep.  In order to 
cope with the loneliness and with situations in Australia which were hard to deal with, such as relationship issues and 
adopting some of the Australian student culture, I “talked” to friends at home by writing e-mails.  I ended and started 
each day with a prayer asking for the patience to deal with my daily struggles and for strength to overcome these 
situations.  I found myself relying on God’s help more in Australia than I have been doing here at Fisher.  Through this 
experience I have been able to develop a greater relationship with not only God, but also with the friends I have back at 
home.  In being away so long I realized what I have at Fisher and my views on life were refocused.  I was able to figure 
out who I really am and what people I cherish.  Overall my experience in Australia was a positive one in allowing me 
to deepen my relationship with God and learn more about myself as a person.  For all those who struggle with these 
aspects of their life, I recommend studying abroad.  You will learn more about yourself than you thought you would. 
As for after I graduate from Fisher, I plan on attending UB dental school and eventually specializing in either Pediatrics 
Dentistry or Orthodontics. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The “Life and Miracles” of Fisher Alumnus… 
 
My name is Ken Shelton and I am 26 years old.  I am a 1999 graduate from Spencer-Van Etten Jr./Sr. High 
School, of Spencer New York,  and a 2003 graduate from St. John Fisher College, where I earned a BA in 
Religious Studies, with a minor in Philosophy.   
Upon graduation, I returned home to Spencer only to rejoin my parents and family for 2 years.  
From May 2003 to January 2005 I was employed by Cayuga Press of Ithaca Inc., working as a printing 
bindery apprentice.  After a short time, I was recognized by management and asked to join the sales team.  
It was within the rigors of this particular job where I learned the most about leadership and time 
management, as well as developed skills such as network marketing and advertising.  But looking for more 
out life, looking for that deeper longing to be working for something greater, to making a difference in 
people’s lives, and to being of greater service to others using my unique talents and gifts, I quickly realized 
a life of sales was not for me.  So, on January 25, 2005 I honorably and faithfully swore an oath to protect 
and uphold The Constitution of the United States of America.         
Currently I am an E-4, Senior Airman (three stripes), serving in the United States Air Force 
performing the duties of an Air Transportation Specialist.  This career field includes, but is not limited to, 
anything from the coordinating of loading air cargo and freight, manifesting and loading passengers, 
fleeting various aircraft with expendable kits and pillows/blankets, and working in the Air Terminal 
Operations Control, which is the command and control function of all of those activities mentioned above.   
Right now, I am stationed at Pope Air Force Base located in Fayetteville, North Carolina.  
Working in conjunction with the missions of the 82nd Airborne Brigade and joint forces of the Army’s Fort 
Bragg, I am tasked within the passenger service function, working at the Pope Passenger Terminal.  My 
title:  Passenger Service Agent.  At this section, I perform anything from signing-up and reserving 
passengers for flights, checking in passengers and weighing their bags, gating them and even bussing them 
to the aircraft.  My day is much like that of a passenger service agent employed at USAir or any other 
airline.   
As far as outside of my military duties, I currently reside at a small rental house just off base in the 
township of Spring Lake, where I enjoy hobbies such golfing, reading, and running.  I am also active both 
on and off base.  On base I am involved with many of the Catholic Chapel ministries where I lector and 
cantor for the Catholic Masses, assist in leading Catholic Youth Organization activities, and remain a 
member-at-large on the Parish Council Committee.  I also help conduct our squadron (3 Aerial Port 
Squadron) physical training program, as well as participate in squadron booster club events helping to raise 
funds for future squadron activities.  Off base, I frequently volunteer for a unique radio-reading service at 
Fayetteville State University, where I help those blind individuals within the surrounding community by 
reading the daily local newspapers via radio communication.  All of my on and off base activities provide 
truly rewarding experiences and opportunities to meet motivating people. 
 
 There is not a day that goes by where I do not use some skill I previously acquired.  From Fisher, 
to my degree, to my printing experience, to my military encounter, each choice has brought rewarding 
knowledge and personal growth.  I have won Airman of the Quarter for my squadron, even Airman of the 
Year, gained rank below-the-zone, and even met the President of the United States; all of which are great 
things.  But if I have learned one thing from my decision to join the United States Air Force, it is the notion 
that life is not only about our selves, but it is also about the welfare of others.  This is why I have never 
forgotten Fisher, my friends, my teachers, and what they gave me to succeed where I am right now in the 
military.  Our degrees are not only for us and for our betterment, but also for others and their betterment.  
With gaining our degrees comes a responsibility to be leaders; and as for having a religious studies degree, 
it challenges our inner core moving us do brave things and to always be seekers of that greater Knowledge 
which is beyond us.  My future hopes:  possibly cross-training, gaining a master’s degree, a PHD, doing 
some ministry, or maybe teaching.  All I know, is that I am excited about what is next and where my 
adventures might lead me. 
Good luck to you all in your future endeavors, wherever they may lead you.  Please listen to your 
intuition.  Please go with the flow of life, and please keep me in your prayers as I go with courage this 
Summer to the Middle East to serve in my first deployment to the War.  Much peace and many blessings.         
   
 
Ken Shelton 
 
 
 The “Life and Miracles” of Fisher Alumnus… 
It wasn’t until completing my journey at Saint John Fisher College that I truly 
understood its impact. 
 
Before arriving to St. John Fisher College, I was your typical teenage student.  I worked 
hard in school, enjoyed spending time with my friends, and was very close to my family.  
Granted, I did try to differentiate myself from the rest by joining various clubs such as 
Peer Ministry and the literary magazine; however, these activities were just the norm and 
my role was often minor.  It would not be until my arrival at St. John Fisher College that 
my journey of growth would begin. 
 
When I first arrived in Rochester, New York for college, I experienced a lot of the same 
fears that any student would have when being away from home.  What about my friends 
from home, are people going to like me, will I like my classes, and most importantly, 
how am I going to survive without my mom’s cooking?  Fortunately, on my first day, I 
met an upperclassman that would shape the next two years of my life at Fisher.  Her 
name was Meg and she was my Orientation Leader.   
 
Over the next few years, Meg was the person that really helped me to adjust.  In addition 
to telling me about the ins-and-outs of college, she also became a confidant.  If I needed 
any help, she was there for me.  Moreover, she introduced me to some great people who 
would become very positive influences in my life.  For her friendship, I am truly 
indebted. 
 
By the time junior year rolled around, I was well acclimated to St. John Fisher.  As a 
Service Scholar, I was enjoying my time spent at St. Boniface School more and more 
each time I went.  Meanwhile, at school, I joined the Admissions Staff, the Angle, the 
Writing Center, and the Religious Studies Club.  Overall, these experiences transformed 
me from an observer to a participant.   
 
Upon pulling up to the St. John Fisher campus for my senior year, I remember saying that 
I wanted to make the most out of the year.  As a result, I found myself taking more 
leadership positions in various activities.  In addition, I began to discover that one of my 
strengths was an ability to interact with a broad spectrum of people.  The last days of my 
time at St. John Fisher were spent primarily in reflection.  I remember thinking how 
much I had progressed from a kid who thought his only talent was in academics to 
someone who could lead and understand people. 
 
There is no doubt in my mind that the culmination of my experiences at St. John Fisher 
College is what made me the person I am today.  Not only have I grown academically 
and spiritually, I have also become a better-rounded human being.              
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
The St. John Fisher experience showed me the value of learning and growth.  That is why 
early in my senior year I decided to pursue a graduate degree.  After much consideration, 
I chose to continue with my study of business by applying for to an MBA program. 
 
Currently, I am pursuing my Master’s in Business in Administration at the University at 
Albany.  In this program, I have chosen to concentrate in the area of Human Resource 
Information Systems.  In addition to my studies, I am also an acting representative for the 
Graduate Student Association and work as a graduate assistant for the Career Services’ 
office. 
 
Upon completion of this degree, my goal is to work for a non-profit firm in the field of 
human resources.  As a result of my attending St. John Fisher, I have learned the 
importance and value of giving back to those in need.    
 
 
 
 
 
 
Matthew Cotugno
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 A MESSAGE FROM HEAVEN FOR A TEEN-AGER 
 
Dr. Rev. Sebastian A. Falcone 
 
 
Isa 7:10-14; 8:10     Ps 40:7-8a, 8b-9, 10-11     Heb10:4-10     Jn 1:14ab     Lk 1:26-38 
 
 
 
Just a teenager. 
 
 She is thirteen.  Just crossed the teen-age threshold. 
 
 For a year she has been betrothed to Nazareth’s most skilled craftsman – a teknon 
(cf. Mt 13:55 – an industrious hand-laborer carefully selected for her by her father as a 
marriage partner. 
 
 She is neither too short nor too tall for her age.  Her upper lip curls slightly 
upward – a sign of determination, a hint of resoluteness for one perceptive enough to 
decipher the drive of a determined Semitic teen-ager. 
 
 The muscles in her arms are hard knots, ready, willing, and able to loft the water 
jar filled from the village well each evening.  Solid lines define her calves, shielding 
power and skill to gather the kindling – however scarce wherever it may lie – in field of 
forest-edge, for the common oven at the village edge. 
 
 Her hair is almost black – folded into a single braid along her arching back as 
long as she can recall. The weight of those locks lifts her chin making her seem a might 
taller than she actually is. Never bend under the burden you carry, she has been told. Root 
into the ground, surge out of it, stretch up toward the sky, add inches to your stature – and 
your backbone will lift to each task. Let your posture meet the  challenge of each new day 
– it’s the peasant woman’s secret to build each day’s strength to each day’s task. 
 
 No, she does not wear a blue veil or a white shift. A thin linen dress drapes her, 
torn as it is from snagging on sharp-edged rocks and thorn clumps as she chases a 
wayward lamb or two. Even the patches are shredding and the original black has yielded 
to a fading grey. She and her girl-cousins wear such non-descript shifts in the sun-baked 
courtyards. Now is this very hour she has joined her Nazareth friends, and deft fingers are 
snipping the tips of vegetable that will appear on tonight’s supper table. 
 
 Occasionally they pause to giggle, as they weave a remembrance of this 
morning’s event or yesterday’s encounter. It has been a restless night, but as morning’s 
event or yesterday’s encounter. It has been a restless night, but as morning wears on, she 
feels the need to head home. Taking leave of her friends, she lofts the water pitcher on 
her head and takes the path to her parent’ one-room abode. 
 
     
  
 
Miriam 
 
 Her name is Miriam – a name whose sounds clings to the curl of the lips. A name 
so common in this place that if you call it, one of every three women is likely to answer. 
In the ritual language of her people she proudly bears the name of Moses’ sister – the 
vivacious priestess who led the Israelites in song after crossing  the Red Sea in their 
meandering towards the open desert. 
 
 The Latin form of her name, Maria, will await at least another four centuries. The 
form the Catholic Church will favor and by which virtually the whole world will come to 
tell her story, more unique than singular. 
  
 Even later, in the English-speaking world, ten centuries will slip by before she 
will be called Mariamne – the name of King Herod’s most favored wife. 
  
 In Coptic the third century Gnostic gospels will call her Mariham. 
 
 In the eighth century, the only sura (=chapter) featuring a woman in the whole of 
the Koran, she will be named Maryam. 
 
 Here, then, this wispy, vivacious teen-ager, winding her way home this day at 
noon suspects nothing of the wonder that awaits her. Knows nothing of the mystery that 
unfurls before her. She is simply a Galilean teen-ager floating on the wisp of this 
moment. 
 
 A psalm – one she favors, Psalm 95, spontaneously surges to her lips. Its words 
pulse to the rhythm. Of her teen-age heart. Her legs catch the rhythm  of the water 
swirling at the rim of the clay pot that rides on her head. 
 
  … Let us sing to the Lord… 
  O come, let us worship and bow down… 
  O that today you would listen to his voice! 
 
 “His voice… his voice!” The word reverberates through her teen-age frame. 
 
 Soon she enters the walled arena that surrounds her parents’ humble abode. The 
resonance of that one word lingers in ecstatic reverberation: “O that today you would 
hear his voice…his voice… his voice.” 
  
 And she dared to add a bold thought to the psalmist’s sweet song. 
  
  O that today you might welcome the wonder of his voice. 
 
     
  As she crosses the threshold of her parents’ home, a sudden splendor catches her 
eye. The interior darkness shatters under the incredible radiance. 
 
 And there – amid the silence of the one-room home, young Miriam hears a 
reassuring invitation: “Do not be afraid, O highly favored one!” 
 
 In this mystery-laden noon-hour, it is neither angel nor teen-ager who dominate. It 
is all-gracious God of Israel – the mystery of the divine presence that dominates. The 
moment is made for the infinite depth, the eternal Presence of the All-Holy One! 
 
 Time and eternity embrace in this moment of infinite mystery. 
  
 Mary trembles. The promise of the psalm has engulfed her. 
 
 Though not yet married, she is betrothed. Long-standing custom has stipulated 
that the marriage-to-be be overseen by her father. She would live at home for a year 
following the betrothal. Then the groom, Joseph, would come to take her to his home. 
And the marriage festivities would last an entire week. 
 
 Speaking to her innate fears, the messenger assures Mary she has found favor – 
unrestricted favor – with God. And then in a staggering annunciation she – the Galilean 
teen-ager – is told she will conceive a child – a child who will not violate her virginity. A 
child who is nothing less than God’s Son and hers. His name is be Jesus – Yeshuah. 
 
 The words that follow plunge her into wonder. Like a seed, the word burrows into 
her. 
 
 The word of consent that arises from her heart becomes a twinge on her lips. She 
savors the memory of the assurance she has heard. “He will be called the Son of God (v. 
32a), Son of the Most High (v. 32), Son of David (v. 32b).” 
 
 The moment implodes within her. “Behold the slave of the Lord!” 
 
 She has surrendered to the impact of eternity. She does not lend herself – she 
surrenders to the power of the divine invitation. 
 
 The ultimate scandal is that God, through her word, crosses the threshold of 
human life and faces all the depravity, violence, corruption of a broken world. 
 
 The moment carries an infinite hope for humankind. Embracing the essential core 
of the moment, Miriam flesh and blood embraces the invitation to become the teen-aged 
mother of God’s only begotten Son. 
 
 Her consent is an acquiescence to take part in God’s mysterious plan to repair our 
broken world. 
 
     
  History will enshrine her as healer, teacher, wonder-worker, icon. But in this 
moment engulfed by divine mystery, her consent reverberates with total abandon” 
 
  “Here I am, the slave of the Lord. 
  Let it be done to me as you have announced.” 
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A Voice of Peace: Mother Teresa  
 
Sidita Kushi 
 
 
 
 “The fruit of silence is prayer; the fruit of prayer is faith; the fruit of faith is love; 
the fruit of love is service; the fruit of service is peace” (Collopy, 31). Service and love 
for the destitute were Mother Teresa’s methods to bring the world one step closer to 
peace. The extraordinary nun lived a life of self-sacrifice within the Catholic Church. She 
sacrificed her health, comfort, family and all worldly goods to dedicate her every breath 
to improving the lives of the poor in India, Africa, Eastern Europe and the globe. Her 
spirituality and duty to God strengthened her relentless actions against hate and poverty. 
This small woman aided all humans in need regardless of their backgrounds and beliefs. 
She created Houses for the Dying for the homeless and built hundreds of orphanages for 
lepers and those society did not dare to notice (Spink, 103). This peacemaker’s well-
being was sacrificed many times to meet the needs of suffering strangers. Mother 
Teresa’s goal of bringing happiness to the destitute through self sacrifice promotes the 
elements of selflessness and love that are so important to the establishment of peace. She 
became a voice for peace through her loving care for ignored and suffering individuals. I 
choose Mother Teresa as a voice of peace because her work concentrated on eradicating 
poverty, the most deadly act of violence.  
 Mother Teresa’s early years were dominated by strife and conflict which 
influenced her to devote her life to peace. The Saint of Calcutta was born Agnes Gonxhe 
     
 Bojaxhiu on August 26, 1910 in Skopje, Macedonia. She was the youngest of three 
children of Albanian parents (Spink, 1).Throughout her youth, Agnes experienced the 
devastation of the Balkan Wars as well as the isolation her family suffered because they 
were Albanians living in enemy territory. On November 28th, 1912 Albania gained its 
independence and the Bojaxhiu family held a large celebration in their home. Agnes’s 
father, Nikola Bojaxhiu, made no secret of his commitment to the Albanian nationalist 
cause. Yet his commitment to the unification of Kosovo with Albania caused his early 
death. Nikola was poisoned at a conference in Belgrade in 1919 at the age of forty-five. 
Agnes was only eight years old when her father died. This left her family with no means 
of financial security. Thus it was largely under her mother’s insistence on the value of 
non-material riches of kindness, generosity and compassion for the poor that the 
foundations for Agnes’s future apostolate were laid. Agnes’s mother, Drana took care of 
the poor in her community. She cared for an elderly alcoholic woman every morning and 
welcomed the hungry to dine in her house every night. She also took in six orphans as a 
part of her own family. The hero of the poor credited her mother for establishing her 
moral duties and her strong sense of community. Agnes’s mother advised her, “When 
you do good, do it quietly, as if you were throwing a stone into the sea” (Spink, 7). 
Mother Teresa’s acts of kindness began with the individual.  
 Agnes readily went to church services at a very young age. She was educated first 
at a convent-run primary school but then went to a state school. She received her 
religious instructions from her home and her church. In her teens, the young peacemaker 
became a member of a Sodality youth group in her local parish. A private personal 
experience with God and her involvement with church activities prompted Agnes’s 
     
 interest in missionary work (Mother Teresa of Calcutta). She believed it was her duty to 
aid the weak, the poor and the unfortunate of the world through the grace of her God. 
 At the age of seventeen, Agnes responded to her first call of a vocation as a 
Catholic missionary nun. The religious girl had never seen a nun before but she soon 
joined an Irish order, the Sisters of Loreto. This order was known for its missionary work 
for the poor in India. After a few months of training in Dublin, Agnes was sent to India, 
where on May 24, 1931 she took her initial vows as a nun. From 1931 to 1948 Sister 
Teresa taught geography and catechism at St. Mary's High School in Calcutta. In 1944, 
she became the principal of St. Mary's, where she soon contracted tuberculosis and was 
unable to continue teaching. The selfless principal was sent to Darjeeling for rest and 
recuperation and it was on the train to Darjeeling that she received her second call -- "the 
call within the call" (Ascension Research). On September 10, 1946, on the long train ride 
to Darjeeling Sister Teresa had a life-changing encounter with the Living Presence of the 
Will of God. "I realized that I had the call to take care of the sick and the dying, the 
hungry, the naked, the homeless - to be God's Love in action to the poorest of the poor. 
That was the beginning of the Missionaries of Charity." (Ascension Research  Center). 
Mother Teresa did not question the call she had received and quickly asked permission to 
leave the Loreto congregation and to establish a new order of sisters. She received that 
permission from Pope Pius XII in 1948 (Collopy, 31). Her goal for peace began by 
comforting the poor, the untouchables and the dying. The sister was certain that if the 
unloved received the love they deserved, humanity would be at peace.  
 The Angel of Calcutta affirmed, “I never judge anyone because it doesn’t allow 
me the time to love them” (Collopy, 31). Mother Teresa’s service to peace and humanity 
     
 lie in her ability to provide love and warmth to the suffering masses of the world. She did 
not judge the most hardened of criminals, nor the dirtiest of the poor. She was ready to 
love all persons from all walks of life. The suffering and poverty Sister Teresa glimpsed 
outside the convent walls left a deep impression on her. In 1948 she devoted herself to 
working amongst the poorest of the poor in the slums of Calcutta. She started a school in 
the slums to teach the children of the poor. The selfless sister also learned medicine and 
went into the homes of the sick to treat and comfort them. Sister Teresa never worried 
about her own health and well being amongst the infectious sick. Her love for others 
transcended her own need for comfort. In 1949 some of her former pupils joined her 
work amongst the suffering. They found men, women, and children dying on the streets 
because they had been rejected by local hospitals. The group rented a room so they could 
care for helpless people otherwise condemned to die in the gutter. Sister Teresa worked 
to provide the unwanted people in society happiness and comfort during their last days of 
life. In 1950, the group was established by the Church as a Diocesan Congregation of the 
Calcutta Diocese. It was known as the Missionaries of Charity (Mother Teresa of 
Calcutta).  
 Professor John Sanness, who chaired the committee and gave the speech of 
presentation for the 1979 Nobel Prize to Mother Teresa, believed that through working 
for people who were not of her race, religion or nationality, this Nobel Prize winner 
transcended all barriers. "With her message she is able to reach through to something 
innate in every human kind--- if for no other purpose than to create a potential, a seed for 
good…she promotes peace in the most fundamental manner", Sanness concluded, "by her 
confirmation of the inviolability of human dignity" (Mother Teresa of Calcutta).  Mother 
     
 Teresa believed in suffering for the poor just like Jesus Christ has suffered for humanity. 
In 1952 the first Home for the Dying was opened in space made available by the City of 
Calcutta. The order received permission from Calcutta officials to use a portion of an 
abandoned temple to gather dying Indian men, women and children off the streets and 
allow them to spend their time of suffering in a loving environment. The nuns tried to 
cure the sick and give hope to the dying. The order also found employment for the poor 
who survived their sickness and supplied them with food and shelter after their departure 
from the home (Ascension Research Center). In these establishments, homeless people 
who were rejected from all other institutions were washed, fed and allowed to die with 
dignity (Ascension Research Center). Mother Teresa accomplished her saintly acts of 
service as the opportunities came to her in her life. She never had a clear-cut plan on how 
to help humanity and allow for the prosperity of peace. This kind spirit only knew that 
she wanted to end poverty and supply the unwanted and the unloved with love and care. 
Such simple yet noble goals allowed her to set no limit on what she could accomplish for 
humanity.  
 Mother Teresa continued to love the poor and the neglected by opening her first 
orphanage in 1953. The orphanage focused on caring for handicap children, and children 
of dying mothers. When Pope Paul VI gave Mother Teresa a white Lincoln Continental, 
she auctioned the car and used the money to create more homes for the poor. In 1957 the 
order of the Missionaries of Charity established Shanti Nagar or the Town of Peace. This 
organization was a leper colony built on land granted from the Indian government 
(Mother Teresa: the Nobel Peace Prize 1979). Mother Teresa’s fierce dedication to the 
poor and sick was evident through her lack of care for her own health. She worked with 
     
 infectious Indians on a daily basis yet she never feared for her own life. She knew that 
her duty was to protect and help these suffering people and nothing was more important.  
 Mother Teresa gained worldwide acknowledgement for her efforts on behalf of 
world peace. She received many humanitarian and peace awards for her services amongst 
the poor in India and later for her services throughout the world. Her first prestigious 
award was given to her in 1962. Calcutta’s hero received the Padma Shri award for 
distinguished service in India. Mother Teresa also received the Pope John XXIII Peace 
Prize and the Nobel Peace Prize in 1979. She accepted the award wearing the same one 
dollar sari she had adopted when she found her order. She received her award in the name 
of the "unwanted, unloved and uncared for"(Mother Teresa: Angel of Mercy). After she 
had received the Nobel Piece Prize, Mother Teresa insisted on a departure from the 
ceremonial banquet and asked that the funds of six thousand dollars be donated to the 
poor in Calcutta. She claimed that the money would permit her to feed hundreds of sick 
and destitute Indians for a year. Mother Teresa's work has also received the Nehru Prize 
for her promotion of international peace and understanding in 1972 and the Balzan Prize 
and the Templeton and Magsaysay award in 1979. The United States recognized the 
loving nun’s acts of peace by awarding her the Medal of Freedom in 1985. The Medal of 
Freedom is the highest U.S. civilian award. In 1996 she received the United States 
Honorary Citizenship. Yet earthly rewards were only important to Mother Teresa if they 
helped her help the world‘s poor and suffering people (Mother Teresa: Angel of Mercy).  
 “Today, nations put too much effort and money into defending their borders. They 
know very little about the poverty and the suffering that exist in the countries where those 
bordering on destitution live. If they would only defend these defenseless people with 
     
 food, shelter and clothing, I think the world would be a happier place” (Collopy, 31). 
Mother Teresa’s focus on individuals allowed her to understand the beauty of all 
nationalities, races and religions. Her goals were simple yet they changed the lives of 
millions. Her selflessness and dedication to the weak inspired others to seek peace 
through service. The peacemaker’s strength and faith in the good of humanity allowed 
her to persuade Israelis and Palestinians guerilla forces to stop shooting long enough for 
her to rescue 37 mentally challenged children trapped in a hospital in besieged Beirut in 
1982 (Mother Teresa: Angel of Mercy). Mother Teresa’s work in the Calcutta's slums 
illustrated that in order to save people from poverty it was important to empower the poor 
with self-esteem and with hope that change is possible. Her missionary efforts proved 
that when confronted with a global challenge such as poverty, small steps were more 
effective than massive antipoverty programs. It is hard to comprehend how one small 
woman, in a ragged white cotton sari never bothered with reports and theories on how to 
end poverty but went out into the world and changed the lives of millions solely by her 
own unplanned efforts.  
 Mother Teresa was not a conventional political figure. Politicians accomplish 
their goals to increase their own wealth and prestige while the nun of Calcutta 
accomplished her duties to improve the lives of people she did not even know. She 
sacrificed her own life on several occasions to continue her service with the poor. Yet 
Mother Teresa had a politician's sense of issues and timing: she knew that even in the 
modern world, the biggest issue of all was poverty. Her life was dedicated to erasing this 
humanitarian problem from the hearts of the poor. After her many injuries and 
sicknesses, the persistent missionary returned to work as soon as she could walk again. 
     
 When Mother Teresa had a mild heart attack in Rome in 1983 while visiting Pope John 
Paul, quickly left the hospital the moment she awoke to continue her service to the poor. 
Yet in 1989 she experienced a nearly fatal heart attack and a pacemaker was installed. In 
1990, the mother of peace announced her intention to resign as head of her order because 
of her deteriorating heath. But during a secret ballot of her sisters, she was re-elected 
almost unanimously with the only dissenting vote being her own. Mother Teresa did not 
want any more expensive medical treatments to save her life. She felt that the sicknesses 
were a sign from God for her to step down from the missionary position. Yet when her 
order asked her to continue her life of service, she did not hesitate to accept her duties 
(Spink, 213).  
 Mother Teresa continued to work with the poor in the slums of world although 
many other health complications followed. In 1991 the Angel of Mercy suffered 
pneumonia in Tijuana, Mexico which led to congestive heart failure. She was 
hospitalized in La Jolla, California but left the hospital as soon as her treatments were 
concluded. In 1993 she broke three ribs in a fall in Rome and was hospitalized for 
malaria in August in New Delhi. She underwent surgery to clear a blocked blood vessel 
in September. Mother Teresa fell and broke her collarbone in April of 1996 and suffered 
from malarial fever and failure of the left heart ventricle in August. She was treated for a 
chest infection and recurring heart problems in September and was readmitted to the 
hospital with chest pains and breathing problems on November 22nd (Mother Teresa: 
Angel of Mercy). The fragile nun never complained about her health problems; she was 
only worried that her time in the hospital would be better spent in service to the poor. Her 
physical well being could always be sacrificed to enhance her spiritual well-being.  
     
  Throughout the years the Missionaries of Charity order grew from 12 volunteers 
to thousands serving the "poorest of the poor" in 450 centers around the world. Mother 
Teresa created many homes for the dying and the unwanted from Calcutta to New York 
to Albania. She was one of the first to establish homes for AIDS victims. For more than 
50 years, this courageous individual comforted the poor, the dying, and the unwanted 
around the world. More than forty-two thousands of men, women and children have been 
taken from the streets of Calcutta and transported to Mother Teresa’s Dying Homes. 
Nineteen thousand of the people have had the opportunity to die in a caring and peaceful 
environment. Mother Teresa believed that in their last hours at the Dying Homes the poor 
met human and Divine Love, and felt at peace (Spink, 384).  
 When the Missionaries of Charity Brothers was founded in 1966, homes for the 
dying began to open in Rome, Tanzania, and Australia. In 1971 the first home in the 
United States was established in the South Bronx, New York. The Society of 
Missionaries has spread all over the world, including the former Soviet Union and former 
Communist Eastern European countries. This order continues to help the poor in Asia, 
Africa, Europe and Latin America. They aid the poor and the suffering during natural 
catastrophes such as floods, epidemics, and famine and sacrifice their lives on a daily 
basis (Ashby, 183). The order also created houses in North America, Europe and 
Australia where they take care of the shut-ins, alcoholics, homeless, and AIDS sufferers. 
By the 1990s there were over one million Co-Workers for the Missionaries of Charity in 
more than 40 countries. Whether it was in Ethiopia tending to the hungry, in Chernobyl 
helping radiation victims or in Armenia aiding earthquake victims, Calcutta's "angel of 
mercy” was there. Beginning in 1980 Mother Teresa created homes for drug addicts, 
     
 prostitutes and battered women. In 1991 she returned for the first time to her native 
Albania and opened a Home for the Dying in Tirana. Mother Teresa’s zeal and mercy 
knew no ethnic, national or religious boundaries (Mother Teresa: Angel of Mercy). 
 After years of tireless service to the oppressed and the poor, Mother Teresa’s 
failing health forced her to step down as head of her order on March 13th, 1997. Just 
weeks after celebrating her eighty-seventh birthday, the saint of peace died of cardiac 
arrest at 9:30 pm in Calcutta, India on September 5, 1997. Her tomb became a place of 
pilgrimage and prayer for people of all faiths, rich and poor alike. Less than two years 
after her death, in view of Mother Teresa’s reputation of holiness and lifelong dedication 
to peace and love, the Pope John Paul II permitted the opening of her Cause of 
Canonization. On December 20th 2002 he approved the decrees of her heroic virtues and 
miracles. The beautification of Mother Teresa occurred on October, 19th 2003 and this 
angelic woman became one step closer to sainthood (Ashby, 201). 
 Throughout her inspiring life, Mother Teresa stressed the need to love the poor, 
the suffering and the unwanted as a route to peace. “The poor must know that we love 
them, that they are wanted. They themselves have nothing to give but love. We are 
concerned with how to get this message of love and compassion across. We are trying to 
bring peace to the world through our work” (Collopy, 31). The small nun from 
Macedonia had no theories or complicated plans on how to save the world from poverty, 
yet her persistent works of love helped more people than a governmental program ever 
could. Mother Teresa’s Homes of the Dying and orphanages allowed the poor to live in 
dignity. The suffering realized that good existed in the world because the Angel of Mercy 
exemplified love, goodness and kindness in every action she undertook. Perhaps, French 
     
 President Jacques Chirac summed up Mother Teresa's legacy best when he said after her 
death: "This evening, there is less love, less compassion, less light in the world” (Mother 
Teresa: Angel of Mercy).  
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A Review of Marcus Borg’s Meeting Jesus Again for the First 
Time 
 
Sean P. Connors 
 
 Meeting Jesus Again for the First Time was written by Marcus J. Borg and was first published in 
1994.  Much of the information and theories found within the book came from and annual lecture Borg 
gave at the Northern California Conference of the United Church of Christ at Asilomar, California in 1992.  
The main idea of Borg’s novel is that “there is a strong connection between images of Jesus and images of 
the Christian life, between how we think of Jesus and how we think of the Christian life “(Howard 1-2).     
 Borg is a self-described historical Jesus scholar and a Christian who is the Hundere Distinguished 
Professor of Religion and Culture in the Philosophy Department at Oregon State University.  Borg earned 
his doctor’s degree from Oxford University and has been the national chair of the Historical Jesus Section 
of the Society of Biblical Literature.  Also Borg was a Fellow of the Jesus Seminar that was organized in 
hopes of determining the authenticity of Jesus’ words within the gospels in an attempt to find out more 
about the historical Jesus (Howard 1-2).   
Along with Meeting Jesus Again for the First Time, Borg has also written ten other books starting 
with Jesus: A New Vision in 1987 and they have been translated into seven other languages.  Meeting Jesus 
Again for the First Time is the best-selling book by a contemporary Jesus scholar and The New York 
Times described Borg as “a leading figure around the new generation of Jesus scholars” (Howard 1-2).     
The first page of Meeting Jesus Again for the First Time has a space dedicated to the praise of the 
actual novel.  The first quote is from Walter Wink, from the Auburn Theological Seminary, which sets high 
expectations for book.  Wink said that  
 
“In every generation there is a handful of writers of whom it can be said, ‘Read everything they 
write.’  Marcus Borg is one of these today: a writer of rare lucidity, original scholarly insights, profound 
     
 spirituality, and the unusual capacity to connect it all to life in the present.  He might just change your 
mind—or life.” 
 
This quote draws attention because in order for a scholar to voice that a book could change a life in such a 
way, then it must have greatly affected him in some particular way.  With this in mind it must be pointed 
out that it is necessary to go into reading this book with an open mind hoping to be changed, and although 
disagreements may arise with everything Borg claims, it must be stated that he is offering some very 
thought provoking arguments.   
 As stated previously, the main idea of Borg’s novel is about the connection between images of 
Jesus, and images of the Christian life.  Starting in chapter one Borg is quick to jump right into this idea 
and display two different images of Jesus.  The first is the more popular image and that is Jesus as a divine 
savior.  This image seems to answer the classic questions of Jesus, which are: Who is he?  What was his 
mission? What was his message?  The image of Christian life that piggybacks this image of Jesus is one of 
believing and faith.  The second image of Jesus that Borg writes about is the image of Jesus as a teacher.  
This leads to the image of Christian life that people should act just as Jesus instructed them to(2).  Although 
these are both popular views of the image of Jesus, Borg finds them both to “lead to incomplete images of 
the Christian life. That life is ultimately not about believing or about being good.  […] It is about a 
relationship with God that involves us in a journey of transformation” (2-3).  More specifically Borg writes, 
“a Christian is one who lives out his or her relationship to God within the framework of the Christian 
tradition” (17). The relationship with God that Borg writes about is based in the “alternative image of Jesus 
that [Borg] develop[ed] in this book” (3).   
 The next topic that is covered within chapter one is about your own personal awareness.  Borg 
shines light on this topic by discussing his own childhood, adolescence, college, and seminary experiences.  
By breaking down his life in such a manner it makes it easy to follow how his experiences changed his 
understanding of God, and how it affected how he sees Jesus now.  It is important to keep in mind that 
much of religion is based on experience anyway.  The writers of the Bible wrote what they saw, heard, felt, 
and most importantly experienced.  Experience’s affect people in diverse ways and lead them to interpret 
things differently.  This is why all four gospels are different from each other.  They were written by four 
different people and at four different times in history.  Although they each tell the story of Jesus, there 
     
 accounts all vary due to the fact that the story of Jesus affected them differently.  They each had different 
experiences.  It is important for Borg to bring up his own personal experiences and how they brought him 
to the place he is today, because as a reader you must be aware of your own experiences and how they will 
affect you during the study of such a personal topic.   
 Chapter two gives an introduction to the pre-Easter Jesus and how this image of Jesus affects the 
life of the Church.  Most of our knowledge of Jesus comes from the gospels, which were written, by Mark, 
Matthew, Luke, and John.  It is important to point out that these writings were not composed until after 
Jesus’ death.  Mark was the earliest gospel written and that is traced to around 70 C.E.  This means it was 
written many years after the time that Jesus was crucified.  Since all of the gospels were written after Jesus’ 
death, the actual writings “contain both their memories of Jesus of Nazareth and their ongoing experience 
of the post-Easter Jesus” (20).  The gospel writers were heavily influenced by the post-Easter Jesus 
community, in which they lived, that it is very difficult to sort out the difference between the images of the 
pre and post-Easter Jesus. 
 Borg finds it necessary to point out the fact that Jesus was a Jew.  This is important because “some 
Christians are apparently unaware of the Jewishness of Jesus, or, if they are aware, do not give it much 
weight” (22).  This idea is surprising to Borg because everything Jesus taught was based on the Hebrew 
Scriptures and  raised in the Jewish faith.  Jesus’ moral code of ethics was based in his belief in Judaism.  
Mary, his mother, was considered a model Jew her entire life.  Stories say that she prayed regularly so it 
can only be assumed that she raised Jesus in the same tradition.  Not only did Judaism influence Jesus, but 
it was never his intention to start a new religion.  Rather he was fulfilling a “mission within Judaism”(22).  
Christians often misunderstand this statement, but it is important to keep in mind that the God of the Jews 
is the same exact God that is worshiped by Christians.     
 Christians find it necessary to place a lot of importance on the birth of Jesus, even though the story 
of Jesus’ birth and childhood are largely based on story and not fact.  For example Paul, who was earliest 
New Testament author, never “mention[s] Jesus being born in a special way.  Neither does Mark, the 
earliest gospel [author]” (23).  In fact we do not know much about Jesus until he was about 30 years old 
(25).  Christians are dead set with having December 25 be the exact date that Jesus was born as well.  
Again there is no documented truth to this statement.  Historians can guess and estimate approximately the 
     
 date and the year that Jesus was born, but it is impossible to know for sure.  In fact we do not know much 
about Jesus until he was about 30 years old (25).  This is when Jesus starts to come into his own and preach 
the word of God.  In many cases people are stunned to hear that the celebration of Christmas on December 
25 may not be the day of Jesus’ birth.  People are even more surprised to hear that the classic story of Mary 
giving birth in a manger, and the three kings, and the little drummer boy are all undocumented.  The Bible 
either does not say anything about these ideas, or the writers of the gospel disagree.  For example, some of 
the gospel writers include that the magi bring gifts to Jesus, but others “forget” to include that point.  This 
does not mean that all of the “classic Christmas images” are untrue, it simply shins a larger light onto the 
fact that there are no documents dating back to the birth a Jesus, and therefore forced the writers of the 
gospels to interpret the birth of Jesus as best as they could.   
 Chapter one explained different images of Jesus, and in chapter two Borg moves onto describing 
his own pre-Easter image of Jesus that is based on four broad strokes.  In his opinion Jesus was a spirit 
person, a teacher of wisdom, a social prophet, and a movement founder (30).  Based on this Borg states that 
the image of Jesus as having “radical social and political edge to his message and activity” as well as being, 
“a remarkable healer” (31).  Borg sees the pre-Easter Jesus as someone who had an experiential 
relationship with God.  Based on his four strokes he describes a man that was not God, rather a Jesus that 
was an individual that was more than “a person who believed strongly in God, but one who [knew] God” 
(37).  This is where Borg bases his theory that the “Christian life moved beyond believing in God to being 
in relationship to God” (39). 
 One of the most common themes about Jesus that people hear about is one of compassion.  Borg 
breaks down this topic in chapter three by placing it along aside the topic of politics.  The concept of God 
being compassionate can be found in the Hebrew Bible since it “speaks frequently of God as 
compassionate, with resonances of ‘womb’ close at hand” (48).  However it can be argued that the God of 
the Old Testament was a vengeful one.  In one of the earliest stories, the Bible describes Adam and Eve 
going against Gods word.  After God finds out that they had disobeyed him, he reacts by banishing them 
out of the Garden of Eden.  Here it is obvious that God will get revenge on those who go against him.  
Another example of Gods vengefulness in the Old Testament is in the story of Noah’s Ark.  In a sense God 
flooded the earth to rid it of evil, and only saved Noah and his family because he felt they were worthy.  
     
 Although it may be true that God is frequently referenced as being compassionate, it is not totally correct.  
However, when talking about Jesus the idea of compassion within religion begins to change. 
 During the time that Jesus lived, individual purity was structured into the Jewish social world.  A 
person’s status depended on his birth, religious practices, physical deformities, and behavior (51).  For 
example, “the chronically ill, lepers, eunuchs, and so forth – were on the impure side of the spectrum” (51).  
Social classification such as this was not uncommon, but universally led to social boundaries.  Jesus did not 
adhere to the social world in which he lived.  Jesus had a vision of a society that was based on compassion, 
rather than purity differences (53). To expand and prove his point on a more personal level, Jesus 
commonly had dinner with the poor and sick, thus breaking the mold in which his fellow man lived (56).    
The Bible is filled with these stories of Jesus sitting down with all kinds of “untouchables.”  Borg 
points out that during this time “sharing a meal represented mutual acceptance.  […]  Rules surrounding 
meals were deeply embedded in the purity system” (55).  Not only was Jesus offering an alternative image  
regarding  people with whom to dine, but also he was offering a completely different view on the social 
makeup of the world.  The Jesus movement allowed everyone to take part in this new faith including 
“women, untouchables, the poor, the maimed, and the marginalized” (56).  With this in mind it is 
understandable why Borg puts compassion and politics together in the same chapter.  During Jesus’ life 
being compassionate to the “impure” was in fact a political statement and Jesus broke all of the political 
norms of the time.   
 Borg transitions onto the topic of wisdom in chapter four for two different reasons.  The first one 
is because Jesus taught wisdom, and the second is that Jesus embodies divine wisdom.   Wisdom ties into 
the concept of compassion because they both teach about how to live one’s life (69).  Jesus was an oral 
speaker who used aphorisms and parables to teach about these topics.  By speaking in such a way he kept 
listeners on their toes and sparked their imagination (71).  This is considered the “how” of Jesus’ teaching.  
Borg points out that the idea of conventional wisdom is a major problem when teaching about wisdom.  In 
a sense it is a “culture’s most taken-for-granted understandings about the way things are” (75).  Jesus thus 
had to break down the conventional wisdom of the time and replace it with his own alternative wisdom 
(80).   
     
  Through using aphorisms and parables during Jesus’ public lectures, he was able to “attack the 
central values of his social world’s conventional wisdom: family, wealth, honor, purity, and religiosity” 
(81).  In the religious sense the conventional wisdom of the time leads to an image of God as a lawgiver 
and judge.  Jesus attempted to replace this idea by presenting God as being gracious and compassionate 
(78-82).  Borg puts it best by saying, “the image of God at the center of Jesus’ teaching undermines the 
dynamic of requirements and rewards at the core of conventional wisdom” (85). The alternative wisdom 
that Jesus presents about God revolves around two main ideas.  The first idea is that God is gracious, and 
the second is that followers should live a life more centered in God.  In terms of the alternative wisdom 
Jesus saw “the religious life as a deepening relationship with the Spirit of God, not as a life of requirements 
and reward[s]” (86).  This is why the Christian movement started off slow and took time to develop.  It 
simply takes time to break people of the ideas they have thought for their entire lives, especially when it 
comes to changing their religious views. 
 In today’s society Jesus is commonly seen as the Son of God, both among Christians and non-
Christians.  Chapter five points out that this realization did not happen during the New Testament period, 
rather Jesus was seen as the “embodiment or incarnation of ‘the wisdom of God” (97).  The idea of wisdom 
started within the Jewish faith.  Within their tradition wisdom meant a variety of things including, a literary 
genre, the collected teachings of sages, and the wisdom of God.  In regards to the third meaning of wisdom, 
within “Jewish wisdom literature, wisdom is often personified in the female form” which is similar to how 
men today refer to their cars in the female sense.  The named used for this personification in the Old 
Testament is Sophia (98).  Within the New Testament there are four gospels.  Three out of the four are 
considered synoptic gospels because they are similar to each other.  Mark, Matthew, and Luke are the 
authors of the synoptic gospels and it has been found that they commonly “associate Jesus with the figure 
of Sophia” (102).  The authors of the synoptics do this to show that Jesus was more than just a teacher of 
wisdom; he was also the personification of wisdom.   
 Paul and John were also important writers in the New Testament and they both touch on the 
important comparison between Jesus and Sophia.  Paul even goes as far as saying that Jesus was “the 
Sophia of God” (103).  Paul’s language about Jesus is obviously very similar to the language of the Old 
Testament used about Sophia because the Jewish tradition influenced him (107).  Another important 
     
 element of Paul’s writings was that “we are made right with God by grace” and that the post Easter Jesus is 
important to his theology (104).  John’s use of wisdom language is considered by Borg to be very striking 
(107).  Instead of using the word “wisdom,” as the authors of synoptic gospels use, John uses the word 
“Word.”  The use of the “Word” by John is extremely similar to the use of Sophia in the Jewish tradition 
(108).  The comparison between the Jewish use of Sophia, the synoptic use of Sophia, and the use of Word 
by John all portray the same idea that the early Christian movement saw Jesus similarly to how the Jews 
saw Sophia as seen in the Old Testament.     
 In the beginning of Meeting Jesus Again for the First Time, Borg states that there is a connection 
between the image of Jesus and the image of the Christian life.  In chapter six Borg summarizes the image 
of Jesus he has created.  Jesus was “a spirit person, subversive sage, social prophet, and movement founder 
who invited his followers and hearers into a transforming relationship with the same Spirit that he himself 
knew” (119).  Borg goes onto state that the image of Jesus also forms the image of scripture.  For example, 
we know that Jesus was Jewish, and because of that it must be realized that what Jesus spoke was shaped 
by his Jewish beliefs (122).  
 In terms of the scripture as a whole Borg argues that there are three “macro-stories” that shape the 
Bible.  These three stories that Borg is talking about are the exodus story, the story of exile and return, and 
the priestly story.  The story of exodus is one of the most important stories in the Jewish faith.  After all the 
holiday of Passover is dedicated to this exact story.  It is important because it actually saved the people of 
ancient Egypt and proved that God is able to liberate (122-123).  The story of exile and return that Borg 
writes about is very similar to the exodus story because they are both rooted in historical experiences and 
are both journey stories (125).  The priestly story is different because it is grounded in the “institution of 
ancient Israel – namely, the temple, priesthood, and sacrifice.” The priestly story molds our image of sin 
and forgiveness in a way that makes us believe that the priest makes things right with God on our behalf 
(127).  During Jesus’ life this would have been in reference to the animal sacrifice that was practiced in 
ancient Judaism.  The authors of the New Testament find the “meaning of Jesus’ life, death, and 
resurrections based on the imagery drawn from all three stories” (128).  Borg finishes this chapter by 
looking at the large-scale use of imagery even when looking at how the original New Testament writers 
     
 were influenced by the imagery of the Old Testament.  This relates to Borg’s theory on how images of 
Jesus affect the images of Christian life only on a larger scale.   
Borg concludes his novel by emphasizing how “believing” changes over time, and how it gets 
more difficult to believe as you grow older.  However, as you grow older you are able to develop a much 
deeper belief due to your own intellectual capabilities.  In fact, Borg believes that you must “give [your] 
heart […] to the post-Easter Jesus who is the living Lord,” because “believing in Jesus in the sense of 
giving one’s heart to Jesus is the movement from secondhand religion to firsthand religion” (137).  This is 
what Borg truly means by “meeting Jesus again for the first time.”  By moving into a more personal 
relationship with Christ, and committing yourself at the deepest level possible, and you will rediscover your 
faith and your relationship with Jesus.   
After finishing the entire book, I was left a bit confused about what Borg was actually trying to 
accomplish.  His thesis was that there was a connection between images of Jesus and the images of 
Christian life did not seem like an earth shattering idea, nor did it seem that difficult to prove.  In fact when 
I first read this idea in the first chapter I took as a simple fact.  I thought it was obvious that the Bible was 
made up of images of Jesus and that they would affect the way people lived their life, as well as how they 
viewed the Bible.  This concept is similar to the idea that different experiences shape people in different 
ways.  How I react to certain stimuli is different than how others would react based on the fact that we have 
different backgrounds.  The deeper I got into Borg’s book, the more I realized that attributing the 
connection between the imagery of Jesus and the imagery of Christian life to the simple explanation of 
experience was entirely too simplistic.  In fact, Borg does a masterful job of tying the concept of this 
connection throughout the entire book, and putting it all together into a larger context in the final chapter.   
Borg writes that the story of Jesus is even more robust when looking at it within the context of the 
three “macro stories” that shape the Bible.  By building up to this larger framework that Borg has 
developed you are able to see how his theories grow with each additional reference he uses.  For example 
Borg starts with his own personal history and ends with how he now sees Jesus.  In this case Borg gave a 
step-by-step account.  Borg then moves on to describe the man known as Jesus.  Following this Borg then 
elaborates on Jesus’ viewpoints, teaching methods, and image within the context of both the New and Old 
     
 Testament in order to backup his argument.  This technique is done so systematically that often as a reader 
you are left simply believing what you read because all of the facts have built on top of one another.   
As a scholar, I would argue that taking other people’s word, and accepting things at face value is a 
recipe for ignorance.  In Meeting Jesus Again for the First Time Borg makes sweeping statements in order 
to keep the backup for his arguments intact.  Since Borg writes in such a way that each statement builds on 
top of the other it makes sense, as well as makes the book easier to read in certain cases simply because he 
does make these generalizations.  Within the study of religion there are disputes and controversies over 
basically every different interpretation because it is impossible to know what is fact and what is simply 
made up.  Although Borg makes the book easier to read by not including many of the contrary viewpoints 
that would inevitably manifest in response to his writing, he limits the validity of his arguments by not 
actually defending them against the oncoming onslaught of criticisms.  It would have made for a much 
longer and more challenging book if Borg were to address some of the inevitable objections, but I believe 
that it would have made for an even more solid thesis.  
 Although I touched on this topic before, I am tempted to bring it up again in an attempt to prove 
that Borg is guilty of throwing around sweeping generalizations.   Borg states that the “Hebrew Bible 
speaks frequently of God as compassionate” (48).  Although this is true, Borg does not fully explain the 
entire picture of the type of God that is written about in the Old Testament.  Previously I used the example 
stories of Adam and Eve, and Noah’s Ark.  Both of these stories paint a picture of God much different from 
the one Borg describes.  The God in these stories is vengeful rather than compassionate.  Although this is 
one small example of how Borg sometimes over generalizes his arguments, this book deserved a good 
reading and a willingness to acknowledge criticism. 
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*** Second Prize Winner
     
 GANDHI 
Ethan Lyon 
 
Mohandas Gandhi is a man of truth, wisdom, peace and also failure. Though his failure 
might not be widely known, we must understand Gandhi not only as an icon, but also as a 
man. Though his name is widely known and synonymous with nonviolence, his humanity 
(his ability to fail as well as succeed) is often forgotten. His image as a leader of peace, 
truth and wisdom has echoed through the annals of history since his death, influencing 
citizens and leaders around the world.  
We can use the life of Mohandas Karamachand Gandhi as an example of honesty, 
steadfastness, bravery and peace. His iconic image helped give courage to the Indian 
people to break free of foreign rule. His influence extends far beyond the borders of 
India. His message of nonviolent resistance has inspired leaders world wide and has 
influenced change in social and political policies. 
 In his youth, Gandhi was a shy, uncertain boy from a lower middle class family. 
He was a normal Indian child. He says in Gandhi, the Man, “I was a coward [when I was 
a child]. I used to be haunted by the fear of thieves, ghosts, and serpents…It was almost 
impossible for me to sleep in the dark, as I would imagine ghosts coming from one 
direction, thieves from another and serpents from a third” (12). He would later feign his 
notion of cowardice, by saying he would rather violate his teachings of nonviolence than 
fall to cowardice. Married to Kasturbai at the age of thirteen, while still in high school, 
Gandhi was confused with his new responsibility of being a devoted husband; however, 
he was in love with Kasturbai. He would often burst out in rage against her. He would 
    
 later find out that she would be his greatest teacher: “I knew that she had more courage 
than I, and I felt ashamed of myself. She knew no fear of serpents and ghosts. She could 
go anywhere in the dark” (Gandhi, the Man, 14). 
 To support his wife, Gandhi left India for London to pursue a degree in law. He 
stayed with an English family and began to adopt the western style of living. “It was 
Gandhi’s first experiment in mimicking life-styles… Now he decided to become an 
English gentleman” (Gandhi, The Man, 17). The nervousness and shyness Gandhi 
experienced as a child tormented him in his practice of law. He was unable to perform his 
duties after much effort. His last attempt came when he left London for Africa. He saw 
minor success, however, he was considered a laughing stock by the law community. It 
was after winning his first case that he had an epiphany; he began to see both sides of the 
coin. “He began to look on every difficulty as an opportunity for service, a challenge 
which could draw out of him greater and greater resources of intelligence and 
imagination.” (Gandhi, The Man, 22) 
 Gandhi began devoting the majority of his time to community service. It was at 
this time that Gandhi began to shape a lifestyle he would live for the rest of his life. “Just 
as one must not receive, so must one not possess anything which one does not really 
need…In observing this principle one is led to a progressive simplification of one’s life” 
(Gandhi, The Man, 30). In South Africa Gandhi created an ambulance corps to care for 
wounded Zulu soldiers defending their homes from the British.  
 It was one fateful train ride that forever changed Gandhi’s perception of violence. 
Gandhi was kicked off a train in Maritzburg because he was an Indian in a first class seat. 
It was that cold night in the Maritzburg station that Gandhi began meditating on the 
    
 notion of nonviolence. From this moment Gandhi pursued a life of freedom and a 
political protestor.  
 Gandhi was killed by a gunshot, fired by a young Hindu radical on January 30, 
1948. People gathered from around the world to celebrate and mourn the death of one of 
the worlds greatest leaders. Mohandas Gandhi, long before his death, was appreciated by 
his followers. They named him Mahatma, or the “Great Soul.”  
Through Gandhi’s example, a servile nation liberated itself to become 
independent and self-sustaining. Discipline was one of Gandhi’s creeds. One has to take 
leave of “passions” in order to free oneself from the spirit of retaliation. For Gandhi, it 
was a battle between right and wrong. He deplored the slavishness his country was forced 
to endure by an imposing ruler. In Africa and India, it was a civil resistance battle for 
right and wrong. His methods and philosophies influenced a country to break free of its 
shackles and to do it by non-violent means.  
 Gandhi lived and taught by the principles of Satya (love and truth), agraha 
(firmness), and ahimsa (non-violence). Defining these terms is paramount to 
understanding the teachings of Gandhi. His most widely known philosophy is 
Satyahimsa, the combination of seeking love and truth through non-violence. Ahimsa 
therefore is the means by which to find Satya, or truth and love. He says in book, The 
Words of Gandhi, “Ahimsa is the means; Truth is the end” (47). Love (ahimsa) governs 
family and until our nations and all of humanity embrace each other as family, we cannot 
love on this higher level. “Nations can be called civilized only to the extent that they 
obey this law [of family]” (World Without Violence, 20). 
    
 Ahimsa is a part of the soul and should dissolve into every facet of life. We must 
live in a non-violent way if we have accepted it into our innermost selves. However, 
ahimsa has to pervade one’s life as a whole; one cannot accept ahimsa in one 
compartment of a person’s life and not another. We cannot be non-violent in a socio-
political setting and refer to violence in our family. This would be setting many rules for 
ourselves when there should only be one rule—the rule of non-violence in every aspect of 
our lives. “If it [ahimsa] cannot be practiced in all departments [of life], it has no 
practical value” (The Words of Gandhi, 46). 
It is only when we apply these principles of love and truth that we can see its 
lasting effects (“Truth (Satya) implies love, and firmness (agraha) engenders and 
therefore serves as a synonym for force.” --The Words of Gandhi, 46). Gandhi faced an 
almost impenetrable enemy while teaching his methods of civil disobedience. During his 
protests in Africa, General Jan Christian Smuts became his worst enemy. He imprisoned 
Gandhi and created arbitrary laws discriminating against Indians in Africa. However, 
through non-violence, peace, love and truth, Gandhi and Smuts became good friends. 
Gandhi says, “It is nonviolence only when we love those who hate us” (The Words of 
Gandhi, 44). He gives us his account of his experience with General Smuts in an excerpt 
in The Words of Gandhi: “It is the acid test of nonviolence that in a nonviolent conflict 
there is no rancor left behind and, in the end, the enemies are converted into friends. That 
was my experience in South Africa with General Smuts. He started with being my 
bitterest opponent and critic. Today he is my warmest friend…” (45). 
Though we might be faced with violence, the question we must ask ourselves is, 
what is more important, self-righteous justice we might place on our conscience or the 
    
 justice God places on our souls? Gandhi discusses the spiritual element surrounding non-
violence in a book edited by Thomas Merton, entitled Gandhi on Non-Violence: “He who 
meets death without striking a blow fulfills his duty cent per cent. The result is in God’s 
hands” (46). Though one must suffer pain and torture in the name of violence, it is not 
our bodies that are affected if we retaliate in kind, it is our souls. Flesh is flesh and will 
be taken away from us in time; however, our souls endure an eternity. Gandhi believed 
this with an intense passion.  
 In his writings, Gandhi discusses the nature of pride. Pride blinds us in our search 
for absolute truth. It is a strong deterrent in our quest for what is right and wrong and 
what we know to be truth. We must denounce all pride because pride, Gandhi writes, 
ceases our desire to learn, thus disabling us from distinguishing from right and wrong. In 
essence, it is out of truth that we seek non-violence in the midst of violence, though our 
pride may resist this goal. It is through this humility, lack of pride, that we find love and 
tenderness.  
 It is important to strip ourselves from any pride we might have. In India’s 
example, natives could have overthrown the British with violence because of shear 
numbers. Violence could easily have erupted as a means to escape a foreign rule. 
However, strength in numbers was not relevant to Gandhi. “Strength does not come from 
physical capacity. It comes from an indomitable will” (The Word of Gandhi, 55). It is 
weak of a person to gain inner strength when in a group. This is not the strength of the 
soul the person is feeling—this is an artificial feeling of power. It is the bravery of the 
soul to say, “Strength of numbers is the delight of the timid. The valiant in spirit glory in 
fighting alone” (The Words of Gandhi, 55). 
    
 In addition, using violence to solve violence does not solve the problem. It makes 
as much sense as a person trying to extinguish a fire with more fire. He who uses 
violence makes no headway because the more violence is used, the more we recede from 
the truth, the less we can love, the less affection we have.  
Though Gandhi requests the use of non-violence, he stands firm in his belief that 
violence precedes cowardice. In The Words of Gandhi, he states, “I would rather have 
India resort to arms in order to defend her honor than that she should in a cowardly 
manner become or remain a helpless witness to her own dishonor” (49). He uses an 
anecdote of himself and his son to further this point: “Thus when my eldest son asked me 
what he should have done, had he been present when I was almost fatally assaulted in 
1908, whether he should have run away and seen me killed or whether he should have 
used his physical force which he could and wanted me to use, and defended me, I told 
him that it was his duty to defend me even by using violence” (The Words of Gandhi, 
49). It may seem like a contradiction, but, it is quite the contrary. The deeper meaning of 
non-violence is a will to stand up for what a person believes in. To either fight with 
physical force or run away in the meaning of fear is wrong. Both, in a sense, is 
cowardice.  
Non-violence engages our spiritual, physical, and mental well-being. If any one of 
these dissolves and retaliates with violence, the others have failed as well; for they are all 
interconnected and mutually comprehensive. As we can see in ahimsa, non-violence is an 
inner struggle as well as struggle of the flesh. If we fail our spirit, our bodies with act in 
kind, and all are lost. If we mutually demonstrate non-violence to our inner-most selves 
and to the world, we will, as a human race find truth and justice. Ahimsa is a form of 
    
 freedom that we all innately have. If we all spiritually accepted ahimsa, “No government 
on earth could make men who have realized freedom in their hearts salute against their 
will” (Gandhi on Non-Violence, 57). 
Many leaders and powerful political forces in our governments and communities 
have been influenced by the words of Gandhi. Hillary Rodham Clinton, David Dellinger, 
former Governor Mario Cuomo, Martin Luther King Jr., Dr. Carl Sagan, and Sister 
Patricia McCarthy are a few of the many who have written and discussed how Gandhi 
has influenced their professional and personal lives. They have applied his spiritual and 
political philosophies to our world today. Gandhi has done much more than change the 
political landscape of India, he has become an icon, a source of inspiration to peace and 
freedom seekers around the world and a model for personal growth. 
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  Triduum: A Drama in Three Acts 
 Dr. Rev. John Colacino 
 
(Author’s note: These reflections were originally preached as homilies in the course of 
the Catholic liturgy for Holy Week.  They are thus addressed primarily to a Christian 
audience.) 
 
Act I: A Dinner with Friends (Holy Thursday)
 Scripture References:: (I) Ex. 12:1-8,11-14; (II) 1 Cor. 11:23-26; (G) Jn. 13:1-15 
 And to think he called them friends. If anyone ever had a right to say, 
“With friends like mine, who needs enemies?” it was Jesus Christ.  Just look 
at those so-called “friends” around the table with him that night: There’s 
Peter, who denied him three times. There’s Thomas who doubted him -- the 
same Thomas who told him the night of the Supper he didn’t know Jesus was 
the way to the Father.  Philip too was there that night – Philip who didn’t 
know that by seeing Jesus he could see the Father who sent him.  James and 
John were there as well: the two brothers who vied to be first in the kingdom, 
though they slept through Jesus’ agony in the garden later that night. 
 There were some unsavory types there at the table too.  Like Matthew 
the tax collector, who collaborated with the Romans, along with Simon the 
revolutionary, who wanted to overthrow them by violence. And don’t forget 
Judas Iscariot, who handed him over later that night. 
 Only by way of exception, do we find the Beloved Disciple there, 
resting his head on Jesus’ breast: the only one in this bunch of “friends” who 
would stand near the cross the next day, with the mother of Jesus, Mary the 
wife of Clopas, and Mary of Magdala (Jn. 19:25). 
 So you see the Last Supper was very much a DaVinci portrait, 
disrupted and thrown into confusion by the announcement, “One of you will 
betray me” (Jn. 13:21). And those present had every reason to say one after 
another, “Surely it is not I, Lord?” (Mt. 26:22). 
 Maybe you thought the Last Supper was a gathering of clearsighted, 
singlehearted, beyond-reproach types.  But I hate to tell you, the Last Supper 
was a gathering of Jesus’ friends.  Like the one he hosts week after week in 
churches throughout the world.  Where he invites the bad and the good, and 
everything in between to come, just as he’s done since the first Eucharist two 
thousand years ago. Celebrated for people whose journeys are not complete, 
whose paths are not always straight, whose destinations are not always clear.  
That’s who belongs there in church – among Jesus’ friends. 
 For Jesus knows only too well the kinds of people he calls.  He knows 
only too well our sins and limitations. He knows only too well we’ve nothing 
    
 more than a “little bit” to offer.  And do you know what?  He’s prepared to 
make do with that “little bit” we have. That’s what he uses, as he did that day 
he told Philip and Andrew to feed a large crowd with five barley loaves and 
two fish.  For Christ can take our “little bit” and make do with it more than 
we could ever ask or imagine. 
 Our “little bit” is never an obstacle to him: anymore than Peter’s 
cowardice was; or Thomas’ doubts, or Philip’s dullness, or John and James’ 
pettiness, or Matthew and Simon’s questionable pasts were an obstacle to 
him.  No, their “little bit” was enough for Jesus to take and multiply, so they 
could go and do as he had done, even to the ends of the earth.  For their “little 
bit” was enough to make them his “friends.” 
 And it’s enough to make anyone who wishes his friends too: called to be 
bread and wine for the world, called to wash one another’s feet.  Oh yes, the 
friends of Jesus have their drawbacks and their setbacks, their detractors 
and their naysayers all around.  But they’re no worse than the Twelve who 
sat with him at table that night. So nothing should ever stop a person from 
coming and bringing their “little bit” – joined to the bit of bread and wine 
they receive at the Lord’s table -- signs of their poverty -- which Christ then 
takes -- to turn into a gift without measure.  So everyone may eat their fill. 
 For God gives this food -- the Bread of life -- to those who hunger.  And 
this drink -- the Cup of salvation -- to those who thirst.  A church is not for 
people already sated and filled, finished products who arrive with their lives 
settled and their questions answered. A church is for people who come in from 
the streets of life and who know how famished they really are, how parched 
their throat truly is: People who find there the strength they need to go forth 
in love and service, to do as Christ has done, and who could never live 
without this food and this drink. 
 So it’s all right to bring who you are to this dinner with friends.  To let 
your shadow mix with your light, your hunger with your plenty, your thirst 
with your satisfaction. That’ll do just fine.  For we receive enough at this 
meal– indeed, more than enough -- to hold us until the day we eat and drink 
anew in the kingdom of God. 
 
Act II: A Dispute among Friends (Good Friday)  
Scripture References: (I) Is. 52:13-53:12; (II) Hb. 4:14-16,5:7-9; (G) Jn. 18:1-
19:42 
  
 God is dead.  Who else dares to speak the divine name, I AM (G), when 
they come to arrest him?  Who else but God’s kingdom does not belong to this 
world? (G) Yes, Christ was crucified for speaking his truth--in the synagogue, 
the temple, the garden, before Annas, Caiaphas and Pilate--the truth of his 
divinity.  Yes, God is dead. 
 But why should God die?  Why should the Author of life sleep in death?  
“To forgive our sins,” you say.  Indeed, to save us all from the death we 
    
 inherited from sinful Adam (Alt. Op. Pr.). But is that all?  Does this “forgive-
ness” travel a one-way street?  Doesn’t a priest serve as mediator between 
two parties?  And don’t these parties have grievances against each other?  
The binding arbitration of the cross, does it seek redress from God’s side only?  
Has our great high priest (II) won from God no concession?  Has God the only 
right to a just settlement, making the price of this Man’s blood the perfect 
offering for our sins? 
 Surely, God has every right to make such demands.  We hear them on 
Good Friday as we kiss the cross on which God died while, in some places, the 
“Reproaches” are sung as God argues the case against us.  They begin with 
this question: My people, what have I done to you?  How have I offended you?  
Answer me!  And the list of complaints begins: I led you out of Egypt, from 
slavery to freedom, but you led your Savior to the cross. . . .For your sake I 
scourged your captors and their firstborn sons, but you brought your scourges 
down on me. (Rep. I)  I led you from slavery to freedom and drowned your 
captors in the sea. . . .I opened the sea before you, but you opened my side 
with a spear. . . . Answer me! (Rep. II) 
 And is there no response to these Reproaches?  Like, “Why, God, make 
us Jews slaves to begin with? And treat your people so badly? The people you 
call your own. Where were you, O Holy, Immortal One, during the Holocaust, 
when another pharaoh enslaved your people? And what of others, like the 
people of Tibet or Palestine?  Do you hear their cry?  What about Christians 
killed in Pakistan, India and Iraq, even while attending church?  Or what of 
the civil war in Iraq? What about other kinds of bondage?  To disease, 
disaster, and drugs?  Yes, you led us out of Egypt. But the suffering goes on.  
Answer us, God!  Are you dead?” 
 But God continues.  For forty years I led you safely through the desert.  
I fed you with manna from heaven and brought you to a land of plenty; but 
you led your Savior to the cross. (Rep. I)  I led you on your way in a pillar of 
cloud, but you led me to Pilate’s court. . . .I bore you up with manna in the 
desert, but you struck me down and scourged me.  I gave you saving water in 
the desert, but you gave me gall and vinegar to drink. . . .Answer me! (Rep. 
II) 
 And to these Reproaches, is there no response? Like, “Why, God, should 
your people go hungry and thirsty in the first place?  Why should they 
wander the desert forty long years?  And look at the world we live in, O Holy, 
Immortal One!  Wasn’t one tsunami enough without another swallowing up 
innocent lives? Children still die of hunger in many places.  People still 
wander about homeless in this city of ours, where they are tossed between 
shelters and hospitals.  What of the poor, the refugee, the desperate?  Too 
many are still lost in deserts, hopeless and afraid.  With no pillar of cloud to 
guide them.  Answer us, God!  Are you dead?” 
 But God proceeds.  What more could I have done for you?  I planted 
you as my fairest vine, but you yielded only bitterness: when I was thirsty 
    
 you gave me vinegar to drink, and you pierced your Savior with a lance. (Rep. 
I)  For you I struck down the kings of Canaan, but you struck my head with a 
reed. . . .I gave you a royal scepter, but you gave me a crown of thorns. . . .I 
raised you to the height of majesty, but you have raised me high on a cross. . . 
.Answer me! (Rep. II) 
 And could we not respond to these Reproaches too? “But God, the 
Promised Land is still up for grabs. The blood of your people is spilled there 
still.  And the people of Canaan, do they have no rights to a homeland at all?  
Others too seek to live in land of their own, O Holy, Immortal One. Like the 
warring parties in Iraq, the Armenians in Turkey, the desperate people of 
Darfur.  Have you already forgotten the ethnic cleansing that took place in 
the Balkans?  And what about our own “promised land” struck by terror and 
threatened by violence?  Answer us, God!  Are you dead?” 
 “Enough of these reproaches! I hear your complaints, and you hear 
mine. It’s true, the innocent suffer, the guilty prosper, children die. But don’t 
you see? I bleed for the world. I give you myself in the Man of suffering, 
accustomed to infirmity (I).  I suffer for all that is wrong in the world I made. 
I atone for every sin, every crime, that hurts the human race. I know your 
pain and your fear, your shame and indignation. Yes, I have died for it.  And I 
descended into hell for it – where I have taken all of your own hells with me. 
So yes, I am an object of reproach (RP). 
 And what more could I do?  I have sympathized with your weakness 
(cf. II). Assumed your burden. Paid your price.  So let my Blood seal a new 
covenant between us.  For it’s not human Blood only, but God’s Blood too.  Let 
us be friends once more and put blame aside. Approach and kiss the cross to 
close the distance between us.  The reproaches end here.  For God is dead.” 
 
Act III: A Friendship Renewed (Holy Saturday) 
 
Readings: (I) Gn. 1:1-2:2; (II) Ex. 14:15-15:1; (III) Is. 55:1-11;(IV) Ez. 36:16-17a,18-
28); (V) Rm. 6:3-11 
 
This is the night for senses to feast: 
 On words that make ears listen, 
  and signs that make eyes open. 
This is the night for sight and sound, taste and touch, 
  to waken for God who comes in word and sacrament. 
This is the night for God’s people to tell their story, 
 from the beginning 
  when God created the heavens and the earth, 
   to the dawn of a new creation, 
    when Jesus rose from the dead. 
 
The main characters are all here: 
 Adam and Eve, made in God’s image. 
    
  Abraham and Sarah are here, ancestors in faith. 
 Moses and Miriam, leading and singing. 
 Isaiah, Baruch, Ezekiel and Paul too -- prophets and apostle, 
  Mary Magdalene and the other Mary are here, Salome and Joanna too: 
   the first to announce the One 
    who stands at the center of the story: 
     the Risen Lord. 
 
But others are here as well -- 
  Catechumens and candidates. 
Yes, they’re part of the story! 
As the rest of us are, 
and we all have a part. 
 
For this is the night 
 to recall how God saves his people 
  throughout history, 
  and, in the fullness of time, 
sent his own Son to be our Redeemer. 
 
Yes, indeed, ears feast on words of good news tonight! 
Stories of Scripture woven together with our stories. 
All telling how God 
speaks and acts in lives awakened by faith. 
 
But eyes too must see what ears hear. 
And skin longs to touch the word of life. 
 So symbol is joined to story, 
  that our whole being might share  
   in the wonders of this night: 
    Light plays with darkness. 
    From a fire, candles are lit, piercing the night.  
 
Water and oil mix: 
One for plunging, the other for sealing. 
Bread is offered with wine, 
 In remembrance and thanksgiving: 
Symbols to see the story of God-with-us. 
 
In all this richness, though, 
water draws special attention: 
  It’s the thread running 
   throughout the tapestry 
    of story and symbol 
     woven this night: 
 
    
 For on water, the Spirit breathed in the beginning);  
In the days of Noah. . .the waters. . .[went] over the earth (I); 
And when Israel marched to freedom 
 the waters were divided (II); 
 
While the prophets say: 
  Come to the waters (III); 
  I will sprinkle clean water upon you. . . 
  and from all your idols I will cleanse you (VII). 
 
And in the past few weeks,  
we heard a woman from Samaria promised living water 
 by a strange man who knew her life’s story. 
And a man born blind washed in the Pool of Siloam 
 to see the Son of Man. 
 
So water, indeed, lets us see the things that we hear. 
And never more so than tonight: 
When the font is opened: 
 and God’s Spirit breathes once more on the waters. 
 
When people throughout the world enter the water this night, 
   leaving an old life behind 
   like a garment that no longer fits:  
    A life buried and left for dead, 
    while a new one takes its place, 
For they will be clothed with eternal life -- 
 dead to sin and alive to God in Christ Jesus (IV). 
  
And the rest of us too 
are sprinkled with this water: 
to remind us -- 
Just as Christ was raised from the dead 
by the glory of the Father, 
so we too. . .walk in newness of life (IV).  
After we profess once again --  
  I do believe! -- 
in the God who saves us, 
in story and in sign. 
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 THE BALM OF FORGIVENESS 
 
 
Dr. Rev. William Graf 
 
 
 
 The garden is an extended shrine. Water flowing around the cenotaph reminds the  
 
pensive pilgrim of the chorus cry of thousands of charred victims: “Water! Water!”  
 
Victims’ names on the simple monument compose a litany for peace. “No more war! No  
 
more atomic bombs! No more nuclear threats!” A mound of dirt covered ashes tells the  
 
silent sojourner: this is what remains of thousands of mothers, fathers, sons and  
 
daughters. Off by itself there is a children’s shrine filled with multi-colored paper cranes.  
 
They are a symbol of hope for a healing peace. “If I finish one thousand of these, I will  
 
not die.” Unlike their doubting elders, children believe in miracles.  
 
 
 Our pilgrimage group is at Hiroshima sitting in the ten acre Peace Park that  
 
memorializes the nearly 200,000 people who died from the effects of the first atomic  
 
bomb dropped on a populated area. Today it is warm and the sky is blue; a real sense of  
 
peace pervades the park. On August 6, 1945 people were going to work. Youngsters were  
 
toiling to widen the streets in case of a bombing attack. Soldiers were drilling in the  
 
courtyard of the barracks. Some inhabitants were relocating to the outlying hills. It was a  
 
beautiful morning when the Enola Gay dropped the bomb which destroyed an entire  
 
community and started the world on the gruesome race for nuclear supremacy. Today’s  
 
bombs possess many times the power of the one detonated at Hiroshima. 
 
 
 Others’ stories may be told in another forum. I recall my experience of the  
 
impassioned tale of a then thirty-nine year old, baby-carrying mother telling of her years  
    
  
as a “Hiroshima-survivor.” That evening she would introduce our group to her father and  
 
mother. All three physically survived the horrors of August 6, 1945; no one survived  
 
emotionally. 
 
 
 We sat on cement benches in the Peace park as Koko held our attention with the  
 
gripping story of her childhood years. Koko blossomed into adolescence amidst  
 
demolished buildings twisted by hell-like heat of the atomic bomb. Some still stand to  
 
serve as wounded reminders. Many were pulled down to make room for a new city  
 
dedicated to peace. Survivors watched their friends and neighbors die slowly of radiation  
 
poisoning. As she matured Koko watched the older city die and the newer city come to  
 
life.  She heard the stories of that terrible day and witnessed the city’s resurrection. An  
 
abiding hatred for those who flew the plane that dropped the bomb festered in her young  
 
heart. She bemoaned that there should exist such monsters who could drop a powerful  
 
bomb and fly away free of witnessing its effects on human lives. As she grew so did the  
 
natural resentment. Her story was a confession. 
 
 
 Thirteen years after the bomb was dropped, the Reverend Doctor Kiyoshi  
 
Tanimoto, her father and longtime pastor of the local Presbyterian community, was very  
 
busy bringing scarred victims to the United States for plastic surgery. He was to appear  
 
along with his family on the popular television program, This Is Your Life. The program  
 
brought people from the honored guest’s past to speak of the influence they had on the  
 
life of the surprised guest. Two other people would meet that day: his teen-age daughter  
 
and one of the crew members of the Enola Gay. 
 
 
    
  He had never met any of the victims; the crew member only lived with the  
 
tortured memory of his obedience to drop the bomb. The guest, too, had lived a  
 
tormented life. Victims appear in many guises not necessarily recognizable. The crew  
 
member-victim encountered the victim-child on a nationwide stage both baptizing the  
 
other with tears of remorse and forgiveness. “We met as enemies. Once we recognized  
 
each other as a victim we found a basis for reconciliation.” The young child’s hate, she  
 
confessed, was transformed into an adult forgiveness. Mercy triumphed over the injustice  
 
of justice. Both could continue their lives more freely; always aware of the deed, but  
 
equally aware of the need to build upon the destruction. 
 
 
 Tears gradually came to my eyes as I consumed a unfolding horror of those days  
 
and years which followed the mutilation of tens of thousands of people; the destruction of  
 
an enemy city in the cause of war. The enemies were real; the death came to the city  
 
randomly chosen as an experiment which would demonstrate the ominous power of a  
 
split atom. A survivor commented that the horror of that bomb made the movie, The Day  
 
After, to be more like a Walt Disney production. Who could imagine bodies serving as  
 
footstools to walk across a river? Who could imagine hundreds of teenage sons and  
 
daughters vanishing from their work assignment in the center of a city becoming no more  
 
than ashes or images flashed against a stone wall? Men without eyes stumbled over  
 
lifeless bodies searching for anything or anyone to relieve the languishing fire shooting  
 
through their blistered bodies. The echoing cry for water was the funeral hymn for many  
 
of the victims. Water gives life; the water of their bombed city only made death come  
 
more quickly. 
 
 
    
  In so many ways I wanted to turn away from the victim’s story; or, let her story  
 
fall on deaf ears. I did not want to know how “we” could allow such unparalleled horror  
 
happen in the first place. Then, to be made aware that “we” continue to allow even more  
 
powerful bombs grow in the vineyards of our international arsenals. What horror! To sit,  
 
listen, and sense that in many ways “we” are still victims; “we” still remain the cause of  
 
future bombs and future tragedy. 
 
 
 Later, a small group accepted an invitation for tea with her father and mother. The  
 
home of the Reverend Kiyoshi Tanimoto and his wife was a simple one located just  
 
outside of the new city. The meeting was not so much a question and answer period as  
 
one of solidarity in suffering. When the Dr. Tanimoto spoke with us, an uncomfortable  
 
silence fell upon us and him. He described August 6, 1945 as if he were seeing for the  
 
first time the horror of dismembered bodies, smelling the burned flesh of friends and  
 
parishioners, listening to weakened cries for water and relief, running through the scarred  
 
bodies floating lifeless in the rivers, sensing a total helplessness, his eyes searching out  
 
his wife and baby daughter as he ran through the streets. He had been outside the city  
 
helping a parishioner move to safety. Once the devoted minister recovered from the  
 
blinding flash and rising cloud, he quickly made it back towards the city. The father and  
 
pastor had survived the bomb. Many did not. 
 
 
The Dr. Tanimoto spoke of the horrors; then he spoke no more. His wife and  
 
daughter filled the poignant silence with their story of survival. In an almost apologetic  
 
way, they told us that most who survived the bomb spoke little or never about the day.  
 
They were guilty of survival. The horror was too much; words could never describe fully  
 
    
 the utter helplessness of those who lived through the nights and days of that August.  
 
Those who had been such an important part of their lives had died. Over 75% of Dr.  
 
Tanimoto’s parish ceased to live. How could he speak of his life’s work when so much of  
 
it disappeared in a split moment! Why was he not with his people caught in the burning  
 
city? 
 
 
In a moment a deadening silence (I never knew what that expression meant until  
 
that night) tears flowed down the cheeks of this gentle man. He was reliving the terror of  
 
that day of desolate abandon still another time. Again he could do nothing but watch the  
 
people, hear the cries, and be helpless. At that precious, embarrassingly solemn moment,  
 
I noticed a woman in our group; tears were flowing down her cheeks also. They, too,  
 
seemed to be tears of helplessness. She spoke softly and with measured sentences about  
 
her family in New Jersey. They, too, cried and did not speak of the two grandfathers  
 
(husbands and fathers) who had died amidst the cunning bombs and embracing flames at  
 
Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941. She, too, had grown up aware that painful silence  
 
might hide the wounds of war, but never heals them. Her family hopelessly read of the  
 
terror of that fateful morning and experienced its treachery because precious lives lived  
 
no longer, but perished in steel tombs and pyre-like ships. 
 
 
As her story unfolded, Dr. Tanimoto’s head nodded assent to the tragedy of war  
 
and impersonal weapons which erase precious people. He raised his head; his hand gently  
 
took the hands of his friend-in-sorrow. Their tears became the tears of thousands who  
 
remembered silently the tragedies of those fateful days. 
 
 
We sat each buried in our own thoughts, holding back our tears or letting them  
    
  
flow in warm sympathy for the two sorrowing people who sat with joined hands and  
 
linked hearts looking beyond the East and the West to unspoken horrors. I am not sure  
 
what others were thinking. My heart was crying out: No more war! No more war! No  
 
more destruction of grandfathers and little children. No more tears of sorrow because of  
 
inability or unwillingness to find peaceful ways to justice. We sat together transforming  
 
an almost unforgiving sorrow into a journey together to wipe away each other’s tears; to  
 
carry each other’s sorrows; to heal each other’s memories. 
 
 
I looked again. They were still holding hands sharing the balm of forgiveness. 
  
 
 
 
   
 
    
